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UBEARY 


THE  ROSE  OF  ETERNAL  LOVE 

To  look  at  me  now,  friends,  you  wouldn't  think 

That  I  was  once  a  king, 

That  I  lived  and  dreamed  of  happiness 

The  future  was  sure  to  bring; 

That  by  my  side  sat  a  beautiful  queen 

On  a  ruby  and  jasper  throne; 

But  you  see  me  now  just  a  wanderer, 

For,  alas!  my  kingdom  is  gone. 


I  built  on  a  hill  that  faced  the  sea 

A  mansion  of  yellow  gold; 

Yes,  I  built  the  mansion  of  heart's  desire, 

Each  desire  of  the  heart  to  hold. 

It  was  built  on  the  Isle  of  Happiness, 

In  the  Sea  of  Holy  Love. 

I  owned  the  song  birds  in  the  trees. 

And  the  stars  in  the  heavens  above. 


Long  I  planned,  lest  a  bitter  tear 

On  my  kingdom  should  ever  fall, 

For  all  on  my  isle  must  be  happiness 

And  love  would  rule  o'er  all. 

I  planned  to  work  for  the  greater  things, 

A  life  that  was  good  and  clean. 

I  would  live  with  the  thought  of  the  future, 

My  Kingdom,  my  God,  my  Queen! 


So  I  built  a  ship  to  sail  on  the  deep. 

And  I  named  it  the  Buried  Past; 

The  ship  was  to  sail  forever  away, 

An  anchor  should  never  be  cast. 

I  loaded  it  down  with  jealousy,  greed, 

Idleness,  misspent  years; 

I  loaded  it  down  with  the  needless  things; 

Slowly  they  went  from  the  piers. 


So  I  made  a  law  in  the  land  I  ruled 

That  banished  the  ship  from  the  isle. 

As  I  watched  it  go  out  with  the  ebbing  tide 

It  brought  to  my  lips  a  smile. 

I  watched  the  wild  wind  fill  the  sails, 

And  the  seagull  spread  its  wings; 

Then  the  ship  put  slowly  out  to  sea, 

And  1  turned  to  other  things. 


Then,  to  beautify  this  isle  of  my  heart, 

I  toiled  with  my  head  and  hand, 

And  I  planted  a  garden  of  roses 

In  this  wonderful,  far-away  land. 

The  roses:    faith,  hope  and  eternal  love, 

They  were  kissed  by  the  breeze  from  the  sea, 

Sung  to  by  the  birds,  shined  on  by  the  stars, 

And  they  all  belonged  to  me. 


I  took  my  faith  from  the  Holy  Book, 
What  I  sowed  I  would  surely  reap, 
And  I  prayed  to  my  God  to  guide  me 
Ere  I  laid  me  down  to  sleep. 
The  Goddess  of  Secrets  revealed  to  me 
The  secret  of  love  and  content — 
Things  which  I  could  have  never  known 
Were  it  not  for  the  years  misspent. 


All  beauty  enfolded  my  kingdom 

From  its  topmost  peak  to  the  sea, 

And  the  joy  of  life  drove  tears  away, 

For  Joy  was  a  slave  to  me; 

But  a  crystal  stream  flowed  to  the  sea; 

I  called  it  the  River  of  Life; 

For  it  showed  to  me  all  things  must  end, 

Be  it  joy  or  be  it  strife. 


One  wonderful  year  I  ruled  supreme 

My  beautiful,  doomed  empire; 

One  wonderful  year  I  sat  on  the  throne 

In  the  mansion  of  heart's  desire; 

One  wonderful  year  of  happiness, 

The  wealth  of  a  woman's  heart, 

The  wealth  of  a  woman's  love  and  lips — 

A  picture  beyond  all  art. 


And  I  would  give  all  I  now  hold  dear 

To  have  back  a  single  day 

Of  the  time  I  ruled  the  Kingdom  of  Love 

On  the  Isle  of  Yesderday; 

But  memories  sweet  of  my  kingdom  gone 

Lie  nearest  to  my  heart, 

And  for  all  the  wealth  possessed  by  man 

With  my  memories  I  would  not  part. 


There  came  a  day  when  clouds  hung  low, 

A  storm  was  raging  at  sea; 

I  watched  the  seagulls  fluttering  back; 

Sweet  Joy  was  frowning  at  me. 

"Can  nothing  be  done?"  my  heart  cried  out. 

The  wild  waves  sighed,  "Too  late." 

And  the  wild  winds  cried,  "The  buried  past 

Is  wrecked  on  the  rocks  of  fate." 


The  cruel  winds  blew  the  fragments  back 

And  cast  them  on  the  shore, 

The  stars  in  the  heavens  ceased  to  shine, 

The  song  birds  sang  no  more. 

Over  the  isle  came  the  mad,  wild  storm, 

Destroying  my  mansion  of  gold; 

My  kingdom  lay  in  a  worthless  mass, 

My  beautiful  queen  lay  cold. 


My  slave,  Sweet  Joy,  had  deserted  me, 

So  I  searched  o'er  the  ruins  alone 

For  a  souvenir  of  the  days  I  ruled 

On  the  ruby  and  jasper  throne. 

One  bright  little  star  I  found  shining, 

As  I  searched  the  heavens  above; 

One  sweet,  white  blossom  still  in  its  bloom, 

The  Rose  of  Eternal  Love. 


THE  FOOL,  THE  DREAMER,  AND  THE  WISE 

MAN 


We  battle  in  life  with  cares  and  strife 

On  the  journey  day  by  day, 

And  we  figure  the  sum  that  the  pleasures  cost 

We  have  gathered  by  the  way. 

The  fool  has  his  raptures  of  pleasures, 

The  wise  man  his  hours  of  remorse, 

The  dreamer  his  paradise  leisures — 

Thus  the  River  of  Life  runs  its  course. 

There's  a  time  in  the  life  of  every  sane  man 
When  these  things  in  the  balance  are  weighed, 
And  he  finds  that  the  pleasures  are  oftimes  small 
For  the  price  which  he  has  paid; 

But  the  fool,  the  dreamer,  and  the  man  called  wise, 
From  the  cup  of  life  every  one  sips, 

Each    have    looked    with    love    into    some    woman's 
eyes, 

Each  have  kissed  some  woman's  lips. 
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Now,  the  fool  was  in  love  with  the  wise  man's  wife, 

Tho  the  wise  man's  bosom  friend; 

And  the  dreamer  saw  and  told  the  fool 

There  would  come  a  bad,  bad  end; 

But  the  fool  turned  up  his  foolish  nose 

At  the  dreamer's  words,  with  a  smile, 

But  that  is  the  way  life  always  goes, 

For  we  learn  in  the  afterwhile. 


Now,    the   fool  came   one  night  to   the  wise   man's 
home, 

He  imagined  the  wise  man  away, 

And  the  woman  sat  on  the  lap  of  the  fool, 

V/hile  the  lamp  gave  its  soft,  soft  ray. 

And  the  fool  kised  the  lips  of  the  wise  man's  wife, 

And  to  do  so  was  most  insane, 

For  the  wise  man  saw  what  the  fool  had  done 

As  he  peeped  thru  the  window-pane. 
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Then  the  wise  man  became  a  fool, 

As  he  shot  with  a  heart  of  hate, 

And  the  fool  became  the  wise  man — 

But  wisdom  had  come  too  late. 

So  the  once  a  wise  man,  tho  now  a  fool. 

Shot  the  woman  and  himself  beside. 

Three  human  forms  went  back  to  clay — 

Three  souls  passed  out  with  the  tide. 


Of  the  wise  man,  the  fool,  and  the  woman, 
The  story  I've  told  you  is  true; 
Of  the  eternal  triangle  gone  beyond, 
And  the  dreamer  tells  the  story  to  you. 


12 


YOUR  FRIEND  OF  OTHER  DAYS 


So  we  meet  again  on  life's  highway, 

My  Lady,  you  and  I, 

And  the  smile  is  the  same  in  your  pretty  eyes 

That  I  knew  in  days  gone  by; 

And  your  girlish  form  and  your  ruby  lips, 

And  your  strands  of  golden  hair, 

Are  just  the  same,  but  your  pretty  eyes 

Have  known  life's  bitter  tear. 


And  your  soul  has  grown  older,   and  passing  time 

Has  left  its  sorrow,  its  care; 

And  your  heart,  once  as  free  as  the  springtime  rose; 

Has  its  secrets  hidden  there. 

And  now  that  we  know  the  law  of  life, 

That  for  pleasure  we  pay  with  pain, 

Isn't  it  nice  to  wish  that  you  were  a  girl, 

And  I  were  a  boy  again? 
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And  you  can't  deny  the  meaningless  kiss 

In  the  moonlight's  gentle  sheen, 

When  I  had  my  dreams  of  empire, 

And  you  were  sweet  sixteen. 

Now  those  years  have  passed  with  fleeing  steps, 

And  our  lives  lead  different  ways. 

May  you  never  forget,  may  you  never  regret, 

We  were  friends  in  other  days. 


So  here's  to  the  days  that  are  past  and  gone, 

And  the  days  that  are  to  be; 

And  here's  to  the  secrets  of  your  heart, 

Which  are  nothing  at  all  to  me; 

And  here's  to  your  ruby  lips  which  you 

To  me  may  never  lend; 

And  here's  to  the  secrets  of  my  heart, 

For  I  have  them,  too,  my  Friend. 
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So  here's  to  the  funny  life  I  lead, 

Which  no  one  understands, 

And  why  I  ofttimes  think  of  you 

As  I  journey  in  other  lands; 

And  this,  my  last  toast  to  your  future,  I'll  pledge, 

May  it  lead  you  thru  brightest  ways, 

And  may  you  sometimes  have  a  kindly  thought 

Of  your  friend  of  other  days. 


15 


MY  LITTLE  OLD  LOG  CABIN  IN  THE  HILLS 


Near  the  mountains,  north  of  sixty 

Once  I  cleared  a  little  space, 

Cut  some  green  spruce  trees  and  hewed  them, 

And  I  laid  them  into  place; 

Dug  some  moss  to  chuck  the  cracks  with, 

Near  the  swiftly  running  rills — 

Thus  I  built  a  little  cabin 

North  of  sixty  in  the  hills. 


I  watched  the  daylight  softly  fading, 
Ah,  what  beauty  has  in  store! 
Watched  the  evening  shadows  falling 
Round  my  little  cabin  door. 
There's  some  mighty  silent  places, 
Lonesome,  one  with  awe  it  fills; 
Sometimes  I  wondered  why  I'd  built 
My  cabin  in  the  hills. 
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I've  searched  for  that  cursed  yellow  dross 
In  creek  bed,  canyon  and  cave; 

Panned  the  sand  in  those  ghastly  white  mountains, 
When  the  world  seemed  as  still  as  the  grave. 
I've  stood  and  looked  into  the  silence, 
Till  the  wet  my  body  chills. 
How  I  hated  the  walk  thru  the  valley 
To  my  cabin  in  the  hills! 


I've  wandered  thru  the  mountains  just  at  daybreak, 
With  a  tall  peak  in  the  distance  for  a  guide, 
Following  in  the  steps  of  men  before  me; 

Some   had   lost   their  way,    cursed   their   God,    and 
died. 

Then  I'd  think  what  the  love  of  gold  had  cost 
them — • 

Men  who  journeyed  where  the  silence  round  them 
spills; 

Then  I'd  call  myself  a  fool,  and  turn  my  footsteps 
To  my  little  old  log  cabin  in  the  hills. 
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I've  watched  the  North  Lights  sweep  in  all  their 
glory 

O'er  a  land  buried  deep  in  ice  and  snows; 
I've  marveled  at  the  beauty  of  the  winter, 
As  I  longed  for  the  season  of  the  rose. 
Sometimes  I'd  start  to  thinking  of  the  Southland, 

When  the  wild  wolf  sends  a  call  one's  marrow 
thrills; 

Ah!  I've  spent  some  lonesome  hours  at  night  time 
In  my  little  old  log  cabin  in  the  hills. 


I've  been  frozen  to  the  bone  by  that  awful  cold; 

I've  been  wet  by  the  rain-drops'  sting: 

It  looked  like  a  hell  full  of  horrors  to  me, 

And  I  swore  I'd  go  out  in  the  spring. 

An  old  man  of  the  mountains  once  told  me, 

"You  may  go  out,  my  Boy,  if  choice  so  wills, 

But  some  day  you'll  want  it  back  with  all  its  horrors, 

And  you'll  long  for  your  cabin  in  the  hills." 
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Once  I  had  a  little  fairy  for  my  sweetheart; 

Long  I  watched  the  shining  stars  above, 

And  I'd  wonder  if  somewhere  up  there  was  heaven, 

And  the  little  Fairy  Goddess  of  my  love; 

But  one  night  the  angels  came  and  took  her, 

And  my  heart  with  bitter  anguish,  too,  it  fills; 

And  one  night  there  came  the  vision  of  my  sweet 
heart 

To  my  little  old  log  cabin  in  the  hills. 


Gold!     Great  God!     I  had  found  it  at  last! 

Yellow  and  bright!     What  a  find! 

There  were  nuggets  as  big  as  my  gold  pan — 

Could  it  be  I  had  lost  my  mind? 

I  gathered  up  all  I  could  carry  to  town, 

How  my  heart  with  joy  it  thrills: 

Tomorrow  I'd  leave  that  hellish  cold  and  silence, 

And  the  dismal  old  log  cabin  in  the  hills. 
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At  last  I'd  made  it  out  with  all  I'd  come  for, 
And  I  held  my  long-lost  darling  to  my  heart. 
Then  I  kissed  the  sad,  sweet  lips  of  my  old  Mother. 

Why  should   Fortune   thus  to   me   such  wealth  im 
part? 

I  was  strolling  up  a  brightly-lighted  Broadway, 
With  a  bill  book  filled  with  thousand-dollar  bills, 
When  a  rock  slide  in  the  distance  broke  the  silence 
Of  my  little  old  log  cabin  in  the  hills. 


20 


A  LITTLE  BUCKSKIN  POKE  OF  YELLOW 
GOLD 

Did  you  ever  stop  to  think  just  for  a  moment, 
As  you  toyed  with  a  piece  of  molded  gold, 
Of  what  some  men  had  gone  thru  to  possess  it, 
With  a  foolish,  mad  desire  to  have  and  to  hold? 
Men  who  wander  thru  the  lonesome  still-like  places, 
With  death  and  starvation  near  at  hand; 
With  a  heart  sick  and  a  soul  that's  weary, 
Who  kneel  on  tired  knees  to  wash  the  sand? 

But,  alas!  'tis  just  another  vainless  effort. 
Tho  long  he  holds  the  pan  within  his  hand, 
Then,  wet  and  cold,  tho  he  knows  it  useless, 
He  dips  once  more  into  the  worthless  sand. 

Soon  the  shadows  start  to  creeping  through  the  wil 
lows, 

Forerunners  of  the  night  that's  coming  on; 

Then  he  builds  a  fire  with  spruce  and  rotten  birch 
wood, 

And  sits  there  thinking,  waiting  for  the  dawn. 
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Half  he's  sitting,  half  he's  lying,  can  you  picture? 

Wrapped  in  the  darkness  and  the  cold, 

Half  awake,  half  asleep,  starving,  dying, 

All  this  for  the  sake  of  gold? 

And  somewhere  there's  a  true  heart  fondly  longing, 

Perhaps  a  sweetheart,  or  mother,  old  and  gray. 

He,  too,  is  thinking  of  the  loved  ones 

In  his  sunny,  sothern  homeland  far  away. 


But,  alas!  death  deems  he  shall  not  see  them, 
And  he  dies  in  the  silence  all  alone. 
Once  more  the  silent  shades  creep  thru  the  willows, 
The  wanderer's  useless  search  for  gold  is  done. 
Then  at  last  there  comes  another  fortune  seeking, 

Finding,    bleached   by  summer's   rain   and   winter's 
cold, 

Remnants  of  what  was  once  a  human  body, 
And  a  little  buckskin  poke  of  yellow  gold. 
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A  GRAVE  IN  THE  POTTER'S  FIELD 


The  story's  old — you've  heard  it, 

Of  the  girl  that  didn't  know, 

Of  the  man  who  was  false  and  faithless, 

Hard-hearted  and  vile  and  low, 

Took  the  soul  of  the  girl  who  loved  him, 

For  a  man  must  have  his  way, 

Took  the  better  part  of  the  blossom 

And  threw  the  rest  away. 


In  life's  low  paths  she  wandered  alone, 

Thru  the  streets  that  were  red  with  sin — 

A  broken  heart  and  a  faded  smile, 

With  nothing  to  lose  or  win. 

The  men  who  had  bought  of  her  virtue, 

Tho,  called  her  the  woman  vile; 

And  the  men  who  had  smoked  her  opium 

Now  passed  her  without  a  smile. 
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Slowly  life  left  the  creature  so  frail, 

The  demon  of  death  at  hand; 

But  ere  she  died  she  prayed  a  prayer 

Only  God  could  understand. 

Ere  she  asked  her  own  sins  be  forgiven, 

She  prayed  for  the  soul  of  a  man; 

She  prayed  for  a  man  who  was  false  and  low, 

As  only  a  woman  can. 


And  she  prayed  for  her  little  sister, 
On  the  Wabash  woodland  shore, 
And  an  old  grey-haired  mother, 
She  \vould  meet  on  earth  no  more. 
In  a  dark  little  dingy  attic  room 
The  Reaper  ended  her  cares; 
A  letter  lay  open  upon  the  stand, 
Stained  with  her  heart-broken  tears. 
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Tm  dying,  Joe!  death  is  passing  my  way, 
And  the  life  it  takes  I  rue; 
Now  all  I  hope  for  this  side  the  grave 
Is  to  finish  this  letter  to  you. 
If  I  could  only  have  you  near  me,  Joe, 
As  in  those  days  gone  by, 
And  have  your  tender  caress  once  more, 
I  would  be  willing  to  die. 


'Is  to  face,  at  last,  a  death  alone 

My  reward  for  loveing  so, 

And  to  pass  before  the  Savior 

With  a  soul  unfit  to  go? 

But  I  still  have  one  consoling  thought: 

You  loved  me  for  a  time, 

But  now  I'm  punished  for  loving  you; 

Was  loving  you  such  a  crime? 
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'I'm  thinking  now  of  our  yesterdays, 
And  pleasures  of  days  gone  by; 
But  the  dope  you  taught  me  to  use,  Joe, 
Is  the  reason  I  must  die. 
I  still  use  the  dope  as  you  taught  me, 
And  it's  helped  me  to  the  goal, 
But  it  takes  the  place  of  broken  dreams 
And  it  stimulates  the  soul. 


'I  have  prayed  to  God  in  heaven,  Joe, 

That  when  time  shall  be  no  more, 

Our  sins  be  washed  in  the  Savior's  blood, 

And  we  meet  on  yonder  shore; 

And  that  you  will  sometimes  think  of  me, 

When  you  sit  with  thoughts  alone; 

And  that  Mother  and  Sister  never  know 

The  pains  which  I  have  known. 
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'A  mist  seems  to  come  before  me  now; 
My  body  is  aching  with  pain. 
Oh!  it's  hard  to  die  like  this,  Joe! 
God  grant  that  we  meet  again. 
May  you  repent,  Joe,  as  I  repent, 
Ere  it  comes  that  you  must  die, 
And  may  God  forgive  as  I  forgive. 
God  bless  you,  Joe!      Good-bye!" 


They  buried  her  in  a  pauper's  grave; 

The  world  looked  on  with  a  sigh. 

"She  was  only  a  fallen  women,"  they  said; 

"It  was  better  that  she  should  die." 

This  is  the  tale  of  a  woman's  love, 

And  the  letter  left  unsealed; 

But  a  worried  heart  found  peace  at  last 

In  a  grave  in  the  Potter's  Field. 
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THE  WAYSIDE  FLOWER  AND  THE 
WANDERER 


You  are  just  a  wayside  flower 

By  the  trail  I  chance  to  stray, 

And  I  am  but  a  wanderer, 

Wandering  careless  on  my  way. 

I  pause,  and  hold  you  to  my  lips 

In  sweet  tranquillity; 

I  pause,  and  breathe  the  fragrance  deep 

Of  what  you  mean  to  me. 


You  remind  me  of  the  North  Lights, 

Wondrous  beauties  of  the  sky; 

Long  I've  watched  and  often  marveled — 

Pondered  long,  and  wondered  why — 

Why  their  colors  blend  together, 

As  they  sweep  the  heavens  o'er — 

Come  again  in  many  colors. 

Long  I've  watched,  and  learned  no  more! 


28 


Once  I  watched  a  ship  go  seaward, 
With  a  friend  so  dear  to  me; 
Came  a  tempest  in  the  nighttime, 
And  the  ship  was  lost  at  sea. 
Many  souls  went  to  the  locker! 
Pains  it  caused  will  never  cease! 
You  remind  me  of  the  waters, 
For  they  reigned  once  more  in  peace. 


Once  I  watched  a  little  song  bird 
Break  its  wing  in  frantic  spell, 
Vainless  effort  for  its  freedom 
From  its  little  brass  wire  hell. 
You  remind  me  of  the  song  bird, 
You  would  like  your  freedom,  too; 
But  your  cage  will  keep  you  safely 
From  life's  joys  so  dear  to  you. 
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You  remind  me  of  the  wine  glass, 

Of  the  sorrow,  joy  and  pain; 

I  have  sworn  no  more  to  touch  it — 

Still  I  sip  and  sip  again — 

Sip  its  splendor,  sip  its  beauty, 

Sip  its  sweet,  contented  dreams. 

You  remind  me  of  the  wine  glass, 

For  it  isn't  what  it  seems. 


You  are  just  a  waysideflower 

By  the  trail  I  chance  to  stray, 

And  I  am  but  a  wanderer, 

And  I  must  be  on  my  way 

Down  the  trail  that  leads  to  somewhere, 

In  the  days  that  are  to  be, 

I  shall  pause  and  breathe  the  fragrance 

Of  what  you  meant  to  me. 
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LOVE'S  REVISION 


Together  we  strolled, 
Our  love  was  new, 
Our  joys  were  many, 
Our  sorrows  few. 
Your  eyes  were  bright, 
Our  hearts  were  light. 
I  loved  you! 


Together  we  stroll, 
Our  love  is  old, 
And  cares  have  come 
As  the  years  unfold. 
Your  eyes  are  dim, 
But  your  heart  is  gold. 
I  love  you! 
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